Laurie Sheck from Black Series
On the crest of the far hill, the lone tree with bare black branches is Medusa's head, her snake-hair spitting stars into the sky.
I would hack her at the neck, watch color and movement flood back into the world.
The eyes in her hair, Uke the intricate, stopped workings of a clock, would press against the mossy ground, and the tongues harden, small roads to nowhere, blue in the blue Ught.
Then reds and oranges wiU startle me awake, Hawkweed coming back to take the fields Uke the hurt violent silence after requiem. and then, come morning, the newspapers will be dropped off with their headlines and their captioned photos, and then, and then, the minutes wiU fill with things, my eyes in sun?ght
